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Clouds over France, 1918

HAVING finished his pipe, Tom strolled up to the
hangars. The fruit trees were just beginning to
show awareness of the possibility that even in
1918 there would be spring. The orchard would
look very pretty in another six weeks, and he
hoped he would still be there to see nature's
annual tricking out for the pageant of summer,
It was soothing to behold the complete indif-
ference of the rest of natural things and processes
to the tumults and thuddings and trumpetings
of men; a devastating comment or no-comment
upon the church-and-press war clamour. And
men returned the same frankly by being blindly
indifferent to everything except the system erected
to meet their passioned interests of the moment*
The squadron occupied for its officers' mess one
side of a square farm building which enclosed a
yard full of animals and dung. It was quite
picturesque, the low stone facade roofed above
with old red-brown tiles. There was a plain
doorway in the centre, and on each side two
windows, giving light to the dining-room and the
ante-room. They were comfortable quarters*
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